

T he Qomicall Hifiory of 

How like a younger or a prodigall. 

The skarfed Barke puts from her natiue bay, 

Hugd and embraced by the ftrumpet winde. 

How like the prodigall doth flic returue 
With ouer-wetherdribs and ragged fayles, 
Leane^rentjand beggerd by the ftrumpet wind ? 
Enter Lorenzo. 

SalMzxc comes Lorenzo y r norc of this hereafter. 
Lo.Sweet friends.your patience for my long abode 
Not I, but my affaires haue made you waite : 

When you ihal pleafe to play the thecues for wiues 
He watch as long for you then : approch. 

Here dwels my father /«*\Ho,whofe within ( 

Iejftca about. 

IeJf.Who are you ? tell me for more certainty, 
Albeit lie fweare that 7 do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo and thy loue. 

JeJ[.Lorenz.o certaine,and my loue indeed. 

For who loue I fo much ? and now who knowes 
But you Lorenzo , whether I am yours ? 

Ao.Heauen & thy thoghts are witnes that thou art 
7<?/.Here,catch this Casket, tis worth the paines, 

I am glad tis night you do not lookc on me. 

For I am much afham’d of my exchange t 
But loue is blinde,and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that thcmfclues commit. 

For if they could, Cupid himfclfe would blufti 
To fee me thus trans formed to a boy. 

,L»r.Defcend,for you mu ft be my torch-bearer. 
7#j^.What,muft I hold a Candle to my fhames. 
They in themfelues goodfooth are too too light. 
Why tis an officeof difcoucry.Loue, • 

And 1 (hould be obfeur d. 

Lor*So are you fwcete, 

Eucn in the loaely garnifh of a boy. 

But come at once, for the dofe night 




Doth 


the &rierchant of 'Venice • 

Doth play therun-away, 

And we arc ftaid for at Bafamos feaft. 

A 7WTI will make faft the doores, and guild my felfc 
Withfome mo ducats, and be with you ftraight 
Crat Now by my hood,a Gentile and no lew. 

Lor Befbrew me but I loue her hartily. 

For (he is wife, if: I can iudge of her. 

And faire fhe is, if that mine eyes be true 
And true fhe is, as fhe hath proo ud herfclfc. 

And therefore like herfelfe,wife, faire and true. 

Shall fhe be placed in my conftant foule. 

Enter leffica. 

What,art thou come ? on geritlemen,away. 

Our masking mates by this time for v s Bay. Exit. 
Enter */4nthonio. 

Who’s there ? 

Grd.Signior Artthonio. 
y/»r.Fie,fie gratiam , where are all the reft ? 

Tis nine a clocke.our friends all flay for you. 

No maske to night, the winde is come about, 
Sdjffawwprcfently will goe aboard, 

I am glad on’t.I defire no more delight 
Then to be vnder fayle,& gone to night. 

Enter "Portia with Jtdorrocho,<tnd both their tr antes. 

P 0 r.Goe.draw afide the Curtaines.and difeouer 
The feuerall Caskets to this noble Prince * 

Now make yourcboife. 

Mor The fkft of gold, who this inferiptionbeares. 
Who choofeth me, (hall gaine what many men defire. 
The fccond filuer, which this promife carries. 

Who choofeth me,fi>all get as much as he deferues. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt. 

Who choofeth mc,muft giue and hazard all he hath. 
How fttall 1 know if I do choofe the right l 
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Exeunt. 


Per-. 
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